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STORIES AND PLAYS OF KNIGHTS AND YEOMEN

but if fat priests or haughty churchmen come
your way let them not depart until you have
taken full toll from them, and never forget that
the Sherif of Nottingham is our most bitter
enemy."

THE BALLAD OF ROBIN HOOD, THE BUTCHER,
AND THE SHERIFF

Upon a time it chanced so,

Bold Robin in forest did spy
A jolly butcher, with a bonny fine mare,

With his flesh to the market did hie.

"Good morrow, good fellow," said jolly Robin,

"What food hast thou?  tell unto me;
Thy trade to me tell, and where thou dost dwell,

For I like well thy company."

The butcher he answer'd jolly Robin,

"No matter where I dwell;
For a butcher I am, and to Nottingham

I am going, my flesh to sell."

"What's the price of thy flesh?" said jolly Robin,

"Come, tell it soon unto me;
And the price of thy mare, be she never so dear,

For a butcher fain would I be."

"The price of my flesh," the butcher replied,

"I soon will teU unto thee;
With my bonny mare, and they are not dear,

Four marks thou must give unto me."

"Four marks I will give thee," said jolly Robin,

"Four marks shall be thy fee;
The money come count, and let me mount,

For a butcher I fain would be."

Now Robin he is to Nottingham gone,

IBs butcher's trade to begin;
With good intent to the Sheriff he went,

And there he took up his inn.

When other butchers did open their meat,

Bold Robin got gold and fee,
For he sold more meat for one penny

Than others did sell for three.

Which made the butchers of Nottingham

To study as they did stand,
Saying, "Surely he is some prodigal

That has Sold his father's land."

"This is a mad blade," the butchers still said;

Said the Sheriff, "He is some prodigal,
That some land has sold for silver and gold,

And now he doth mean to spend all.

"Hast thou any horn-beasts," the Sheriff asked
"Good fellow, to sell to me?"

"Yes, that I have, good Master Sheriff,
I have hundreds, two or three.

"And a hundred acres of good free land,

If you please it to see:
And I '11 make you as good assurance of it

As ever my father made me."

The Sheriff he saddled his good palfrey,
And with three hundred pounds of gold,

Away he went with bold Robin Hood,
His horned beasts to behold.

Away then the Sheriff and Robin did ride,

To the forest of merry Sherwood;
Then the Sheriff did say, "God keep us this day

From a man they caU Robin Hood."

But when a little farther they came,

Bold Robin he chanced to spy
A hundred head of good red deer,

Come tripping the Sheriff full nigh.

"How like you my horn-beasts, good Master Sheriff?

They be fat and fair to see";
"I tell thee, good fellow, I would I were gone,

For I like not thy company."

Then Robin set his horn to his mouth,

And blew but blasts three;
Then quickly anon there came Little John,

And all his company.

"What is your will?" then said Little John,

"Good Master, come tell unto me";
"I have brought hither the Sheriff of Nottingham

This day to dine with thee."

Then Robin took his cloak from his back

And laid it upon the ground;
And out of the Sheriff's portmanteau

He took three hundred pound.

He then led the Sheriff through the wood,

And set him on his dapple gray;
"Commend Robin Hood to your wife at home,"

He said, and went laughing away.

ROBIN AIDETH ALAN-A-DALE
One day Robin and his men found a fair
youth in the forest, mourning because his lady
love, fair Ellen o' the Dale, was in three days to
be wedded to Sir Stephen of Trent, and Sir
Stephen's cousin, the Bishop of Hereford,
an old enemy of Robin's, was to perform the
ceremony.
Now this youth, Alan-a-Dale, was loved far
and near because of the rare sweetness of his